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Once again we have the joy 


of wishing all of you a most 


Happy Thanksgiving season, “a 


a 
So many have been faithful in 4 


supporting our humble efforts 


durinesthoseirireentulsieetese SIX KINDS of PIE 


For this, we of the Bellingham 


E- | 
S 


Hi ical.G ission, : ‘ 
eee sen St wig Tae As our tables are set with a bountiful array of ''goodies'' 


parka a AES Toye fsa a may we take a brief moment to express THANKS. 


this, we extend our THANKS, 


Christmas Greetings! 


With this issue, #100, we end a service of 
fifteen (15) years 'socking it to ya' with an 
assortment of history, odds and ends, humor, 
joy and sorrow that has made you feel that 


'Bellingham' is HOME. 


We start our 16th year in 1988 with the 
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continued hopes and dreams that we have been noted for. 


AveLR I BUT ES TO "EDU SAWYER _ 
(Founder of '' Crimpville Comments.'') 


Guest Editor--Ernest Taft, Jr. Chairman 
of the Bellingham Historical Commission. 


We are very pleased to introduce you to our 
new Chairman as of this Fall in 1987. A long 
time resident of Town and intensely interest- 
ed in local history and the preservation of 
same. He has been involved for the past 15 
years and has a fabulous resource of local 
history to relate. 

Welcome aboard, Ern, as you take the hel 
of this Commission. And to Florence McCr 
acken we extend our hearfelt gratitude for 


the faithful and enormous service and dedica- 


tion you gave to the cause that has made so 
many people happy as they recall those 'Good 
Old Days" of 'long' ago! Stay with us as we 
venture anew after 15 years. 


Now back to 'Ern' with his delightful story 
that is most enchanting and unique--- 

"Many years have gone by and much of 
Bellingham's history has been preserved in 
the 'Crimpville Comments'. Since the death 
of Ed Sawyer in 1974, many stories of old 
Bellingham legends and folklore , not recor- 
ded prior to his death;are now known only by 
those of us who crowded into his store, (Roc- 
kledge Farm) around his pot bellied wood 
burning stove in anticipation waiting eagerly 
for a new 'yarn' to develop! Edwas a mas- 
ter in the art of story telling. 
ones, he had a knack of developing them into 
interesting tales that could only be New Eng- 
land traditions. 

One day in October while on my way home 


from college I stopped in to chat with 'Eddie'. 


This particular day I was really excited bec- 
ause I wanted to convey a story to Ed about 
the possible existence of a ghost at Holliston 
Junior College. 

As usual, Ed was behind his regular spot 
at the counter near his cash register. A few 
young customers were in the store buying 
penny candy. When they left Ed beckoned me 
to sit by the pot bellied stove. So I pulled up 
a wooden box and sat down. It was quite chi- 
lly outside and the warm fire felt great! 

I related my story to Ed. He listened and 
before he commented on it he paused and put 


a few more pieces of wood on the fire. It was 


late afternoon and shadows began to dance 3 


Even mundane 


around the room when Ed stroked the fire 
a few times. When he was finally satisfied 
that the fire was burning to his liking he be- 
gan to speak, '' You know this reminds me of 
the ghost that lives in the old Caswell House! 
Well, Eddie had my interest and whatever 
was left of daylight soon became dusk while 
he finished his "yarn''. He ended his story 
saying that ''the last inhabitants of the house 
were driven out by the Ghost of Mrs. Casw- 
ell'' and ''No one since has spent a night in 
that house!'' Ed said,''that since I had no 
fear of any ghost--he dared me to spend a 
night in the house" I replied that I would! 
Then he said it would have to be on Hallow- 
een night! Being young and 'brave', well, 
maybe not really all THAT brave; but adare 
and the challenge sounded exciting! It was 
agreed that the next Halloween would be the 
NIGHT 
(We remind you that Eddie was well schoo 
led ; having been taught by Clara Macy 3) 
"So back at the college I told one of my 
friends about the challenge. No sooner had 
the 'word' been spread, there were 20o0r so 
students that wanted to come along! 

It appeared that the night at the Caswell 
House was quickly developing into the major 
social event of the season! I knew, but I 
didn't let on, which night it would be for the 
ghost hunt. 

Halloween Eve was chosen instead of Hal- 
loween night. Louie dropped by with two 
friends, Dave and his girlfriend, Karen. 
They all were interested in E.S.P. and psy- 
chic phenomena. Halloween Eve was a cool- 
breezy full moon lit night. We set off on 
our adventure at 11:30 P.M. Assured we'd 
be there at 12 midnight--Halloween. I drove 
and to make things more interesting we app- 
roached the Caswell House on the East side 
of High Street. I told them that the Hill 
Farm would be the last inhabited house we 
would pass.as we came off Maple Street. 
Over the bridge on the Charles River we 
went; no longer were there any telephone 
poles, only a lonely road ahead. Occasion- 
ally the moon would shine through the leaf- 
less trees making the drive to the house 
that much more eerie. No one spoke a 
word in anticipation of what might develop: 

I stopped the car on the final incline approa- 
ching the house itself. We couldn't have 


picked a better night. The moon was out 
full; bathing the house with cold shadows that 
danced with each passing cloud. The chill- 
ing effect of the scene was already giving us 
second thoughts about proceeding with our 
ghost hunt ! Another abandoned house was 
across the street. Someone remarked that 
this looks like a scene from a Vincent Price 
'scary' movie. 

We parked the car and suddenly learned 
that we were unprepared for sucha stay. We 
only had 2 flashlights and a few candles with 
us. One flashlight decided to work only if 
it was held in a certain way and of course 
that had to be the one light that I had! 

I turned the key in the front door lock and 
gave the door a push to openit. It opened 
part way and then quickly slammed in my 
face ! I turned around and---there I was 
standing ALONE! Everyoneelse had run 
back to the car! It took some coaching to 
get them to come back to the front door again 
Giving the door another push, it would only 
open a few inches just as if someone was 
holding it from inside ! Louie and Dave,be- 
ing stronger than I, tried forcing the door. 
Finally the door gave way with the two guys 
falling off balance into the hallway ! I quic- 
kly flashed the light inside expecting to see 
Ed himself ! BUT--no one was there! 

The blackness of the hall seemed to absorb 
the bright light. Since the other three had 
only one flashlight, they filed into the hall- 
way; clinging to each other, pushing the girl 
ahead of them with the light! Something was 
very strange about this hallway. Off to the 
right was a set of stairs that led to the sec- 
ond floor. Outside of the hallway there were 
windows yet inside there was an absence of 
moonlight! Shining my light against the wall 
where the windows should have been--there 
weren't any ! The wall was SOLID! The 
group was way ahead of me down the hall. 
I could observe their light. I heard Karen 
ask in a shaky voice, barely above a whisper, 
"Who's there?'' NO ANSWER! Then--she 
let out a scream and everyone streaked past 
me heading for the car! Not knowing what 
was going on, I also beat it outside very 
quickly. As I retreated, the door slammed 
shut behind me ! 

Everybody was shaking. ''What happened 
in there anyway ?''I finally inquired. Karen 


said she saw a shadow. They wanted to lea- 
ve but I had promised Ed that I would spend 
the night in the Caswell House. The only 
spooks were inside their minds. ‘''Well,'"' 

I said, ''they could leave if they wanted to 
but they would have to walk back because I 
WAS STAYING with or without the m."' They 
thought about it for a few minutes; especially 
about the long walk on a desolute highway 
back to the Hill Farm and with regret, agre- 
ed to stay on. 

So, we returned to the house and this time 
the door opened easily as if the ' Caswell 
Ghost' had thought we had left! Investiga- 
tion of the downstairs in the house went 
smoothly. Everyone's nerves quieted down 
now that we knew that no one was downstairs 
so we began our trek upstairs. Now being 
the prankster that we knew Ed to be--I knew 
something would happen and I couldn't rest 
until the house was secure. However, I 
wasn't ready for what was to take place! 

I was still having problems with my flashli- 
ght and everytime that it went out I had to 
hold it a certain way to get it to light again. 
WhenI opened the door to one of the upsta- 
irs bedrooms the light went out! Louie was 
standing behind me when I turned the light 

to get it back on again; 
as Louie and I were face to face with two 
ghostly apparitions | Startled, we both let 
out a yell and became weak in the knees! 
Hastily, we slammed the door. Not hearing 
any noise from the other side of the door we 
quickly regained our composure. This time 
we approached and opened the door on our 
hands and knees : Shining the light inside, 
there was nothing there; only an old dressing 
bureau with a dusty, dirty mirror on top. 
The bureau and mirror were facing the door 
so that anyone entering the room would im~ 
The ghost 
that we 'saw' was only ourselves! 

In the second upstairs bedroom there was 
an opening in the ceiling. We gave Dave a 
hand, boosting him up to where he could 
crawl up through. He retrieved an old box 
of newspapers which we took downstairs 
into the living room to brouse through. 
lit a few candles for light. 

It was after 2;30 A.M. and all was quiet. 
We began to tell stories to pass the time. 
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it came on suddenly 


mediately see their own image: 


We 


‘to the opposite side of the room! Someone 


We noticed that one certain spot in the liv-} Just as I was leaving I remarked what a 
ing room floor creaked more than the rest good job of cleaning up the house that HE 
and when walked upon it,seemed to 'give'a had done ! Caught red-handed, Ed admitted 
little. Louie asked to borrow my pocket kni- |that he and his son had spent all morning 
fe so that he could poke around the floor whe-jcleaning the house up! So I asked, ''Didn't 


re a board appeared to be loose. With our your wife help, too ?'' He replied, ''No, 
assistance a trap door was uncovered! We |Why ?'' Then I revealed that there was a 
pried up one corner just enough to get a fin- |third set of prints on the floor! 

ger hold. Then, as we opened the trap door, So the question still remains, did Ed 

we heard what seemed to be inaudible voices |create the story or---did the ghost of Mrs. 


Caswell dwell in the house? ??? Unfortun- 
ately--we will never know the truth because 
both Eddie and the Caswell House are gone. 


arising from the hole in the floor - 
We all stood quiet for a few minutes while 
straining our ears but there was nothing to 


be heard ! Shining the light into the hole | LOST IN TIME BUT--NOT FORGOTTEN. 
again there was an old wooden ladder with {| Thanks, Ern,for a delightful story. We 
several broken rungs leading down into the would say that you can 'spin' a pretty good 
the black depth of the cellar. Being the yarn yourself. 


tallest, Louie lowered himself down. 7 
We will now take you back to the beginning 


The hole was about five feet deep and about } o¢ this house. It was builtibys LieGbenant 


eight feet square and was filled with cobwebs. peter Thompson, also a Deacon of the First 
At one end of the hole there was a tunnel that | 


| Baptist Church and an original founder of it 
appeared to lead toward the half cellar but | in 1737, He had died from wounds received 


it had collapsed many years ago and we coul~ in the battle at Lake George on Sept. 8, 1755 


dn't be sure of it's direction. __ | when they fought the French and Indians. Hs 
Since the trap door blended in so well with | J i¢. passed away in 1757. Could they be 


the floor we came to the conclusion that this | haunting the house that they built 22? ! 


secret cellar hole may have been used to Herons atte weoithiemthompseny Caswell 


aetetece ss. Rabie. tacds Ne ante x House taken by Ed in March of 1973. View 
Re eC onne “tion wl © "D"li5 from the WEST side on High Street. 


derground railroad' hiding negroes during 
that infamous period. 

The rest of the night went by slowly and by 
5 A.M. we decided to leave. We stopped in 
Holliston for breakfast and then everyone 
headed for home. I had a few hours' rest 
and around noontime I decided to take a look 
at the inside of the Caswell House again. 

In daylight the house sure looked different. 
In the upstairs bedroom someone had moved 
the dresser bureau from in front of the door 


also had swept up some of the loose plaster 
off of the floor! There were three distinct 
sets of footprints on the floor made by a 
workman who had cleaned up. There were 
prints of a man, a boy and a lady on the floor 
There was NOTHING left behind from us that 


could prove we had even been there ! 


What a pleasure it has been to present to 
our fans, 


SO, I locked the door and returned the key |, niGHtT IN THE OLD CASWELL HOUSE." 
to Ed. I related about our night adventure in by ERNIE TAFT 


the house. He was especially interested in 
the secret cellar hole that we discovered. page 5 


Memories 


Bre 


31- 


40- 


of Bellingham as a small town. 
Do you remember 
When the population was only 3000? 
When one could buy a farm for under $10000? 
When your R.E. taxes were about $200 a year? 
When a drive through town wouldn't find one 


house for sale? 

When Maple St. was lined with maple trees? 

When you could take a train to Boston from 

the Maple St. station? 

Penny candy and the post office at Ernie 

Camp's store? 

John Michalowski's market with its huge 

chopping block? 

When you could name every family, house by 

house, on the street where you lived? 

When Farm and Hixson Streets wer dirt roads 

and nearly void of houses? 

The big farm that is now Weathersfield? 

The narrow wooden bridges in the center and 
south end of town? 

When W.P.A. workers helped put in our town 

water? 

When we had the best water in the state? 

When the center of town boasted a town 

common? 

When White's, Berry's and Thayer's stores 

were in the center of town? 

When Varney's Sand Pit was a turkey farm? 

When Silver Lake was a family beach? 

When Beaver Pond was lined with summer 

cottages? 


When your car was the only one entering the 


intersection at Crooks Corner? 

When the Caryville and North Bellingham 
mills were running? 

When you could eat the fish caught in the 
local ponds? 

When houses weren't built in swamps? 
When the W.W.1 honor roll hung in the 
town hall? 

When the mail was delivered no matter what 
the weather was? 

Wood burning stoves and ice boxes? 

Eight party telephone lines? 

When "Decoration Day" was family reunion 
day? 

When pot was a cooking utensil? 

When coke was a bottle of soda? 

When sex meant whether the kittens were 
male or female? 

Minstrel Shows? 

Church lawn parties? 

Church picnics? 

Father Lee and Rev. Chamberlain? 
Knickers? 

Life without plastic? 

George Stearn's gladiolus? 

Melrose's greenhouses? 

Miss Riley's English class? 


4l- 
4?- 


43- 
Ad— 


45- 


54- 


36= 


45- 


4-H outings at Norfolk Aggie? 

When horses were used to plow gardens? 
The aroma of ' spring fertilizer'? 

When Walnut Farm Dairy delivered milk to 
your door? 

When the Grange was the organization to 
belong to? 

The 'Poor Farm'? 

When folks got enough exercise doing the 
daily chores? 

When one shopped in the center of the 
larger towns and malls were unknown? 
Juke boxes? 

Hixson's Ice Cream Parlor? 

Soft, sweet, romantic music? 

Whist parties at the Awcomon Inn? 
Spaghetti suppers by Ralph Berardi? 

Pony rides and rides on the miniature train 
at Lakeman's Farm? 

3¢ stamps and penny postcards? 

Glass milk bottles, dry ice and rumble 
seats? 

Sleeping in an unheated bedroom? 

Well houses and out houses? 

Excursions to Nantasket? 

Spring without ticks and Gypsy moths? 
When doctors made house calls and a visit 
to his office was only $3.00? 

School dentists and 50¢ fillings? 

School bells and cnurch bells ringing? 
Slate blackboards, oiled floors and two 
grades in one classroom? 

When high school kids didn't own cars? 
When kids dressed up to go to school and 
the girls wore dresses? 

When you wound the clock and put the cat 
out? 

Saturday Night Hit Parade? 

Junior and Senior Proms held in the high 
school gym? 

Men wearing straw hats in summer? 

Mr. Rinehart's penmanship? 

The '38 hurricane? 

When traffic noises were in the city? 
When it didn't take five minutes to get 
out of your driveway? 

When wakes were held in the home? 

When your dog lived 18 years and never 
visited the vet? 

There were no traffic jams? 

Crime happened elsewhere? 

When 'parlors' were used only for special 
company, wakes and weddings? 

When the kitchen was the 'family room'? 
When class rings cost $12.50? 

When the customer was always right? 
Cloth diapers for baby? 

Poll taxes? 


Working for 40¢ an hour? 
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86-When cars had running boards but no he- 
aters,defrosters, air conditioners or radios? 


87-When tire chains were used to drive on 
snow packed roads ? 


88-When liquid tar was put on roads and co- 


vered with sand ? (it added another month 
to the wear on shoe taps!) 


89- Stepping on melted tar with bare feet ? 

90- Wind up Victrolas ? 

91- Wooden telephones with side cranks ? 

92- When Keough school was the High School, 

93- Brownie box cameras ? 

94- You could buy 'Paregoric' without a 
prescription ? 

95- Red Life Buoy Soap ? 

96- Beautiful Elm trees ? 

97= When Route 495 didn't exist ? 

98- Sonja Henie, Tyrone Power, Jeannette 


MacDonald and Nelson Eddy ? 
99- Fifteen minute soap operas on radio, 


such as: Portia Faces Life, Just Plain Bill, ! 


Young Dr. Malone, Ma Perkins, Pepper 
Young's Family and Stella Dallas ? 
100-Malcolm Hendry's dog ''Boy'! ? 


Courtesy Guest Editor 
Florence McCracken 
BELLINGHAM AUXILIARY POLICE 


An introduction to this vital force by 
GUEST EDITOR Eugene F. Bartlett 
Chief of the department. 


I wish to thank the Historical Commission 
for inviting me as a Guest Editor for their 


100th issue of the ''CRIMPVILLE COMMENTS), 


The Bellingham Auxiliary Police was for- 
med during World War II and continues to 
meet and function with outstanding men and 
women. I am presently in charge as Chief 
of this Auxiliary Unit. 


I have lived in Bellingham since 1965 and 
have been an active member of the Auxiliary 
since 1969. I began serving the Auxiliary as 


! 


Throughout the ensuing years, we have 
provided traffic and crowd control for the 
towns of Ashland, Berklee, Concord, Hollis- 
jton, Franklin, Millis, Stoughton, Wrentham 
and Hopedale during their Anniversary para- 
des. We ave also provided this service to 
Hopkinton during their annual 'Boston Mara- 
thon’, 

A majority of our Auxiliary Police have 
attended the training Academy in Topsfield, 
Mass. where various programs have been 
foffered and we have successfully completed 
(all C.P.R. and First Aid programs as well 
as.those developed and designed by the regu- 
lar police department to further our knowle- 
dge inthe use of fire arms for safety and 
to be familiar with the laws of the Common- 
wealth of Massachusetts. Kubaton training 
for self defense has been offered through an 
in house program sponsored and conducted 
| by the Combined Martial Art Academy on 
Pearl Street in Bellingham. 


Approximately 85% of the membership are 
residents of Bellingham and are active in 
the numerous functions that take place 
within our Community. 

Many members have graduated and bec- 
ame Full-time Police Officers in this and 
surrounding communities. May I take this 
opportunity to congratulate them. We must 
strive to emulate their wisdom and ingenu- 
ity in making our town an effective and res- 
ponsive instrument for meeting the needs of 

an evolving society. 

I have resided in Bellingham for 23 years, 
I have seen this town grow considerably and 
like many other small towns, the growing 
pains have definite needs that accompany 
such growth. 

Again, thank you for your interest in this 
organization. I hope that I have provided 
some insight or conveyed information that 
will become a part of history in the ''Crim- 


a patrolman under former Aux. Chief Anthony|pville Comments", 


Balliro. (Retired in 1981.) 


At the present time we have 25 officers, 2 
of whom are female. 
versary of the Town of Bellingham we were 
very active as Auxiliary Police and were 
involved in the parade under Chief Balliro. 
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During the 250th Anni- 


Sincerely, 


(grt Dae KOE CHIEF." 


Thank you, Chief, for the valuable inform- 
ation in this article that broadens our view 
of an important department in Town, 

My ! How the years have flown---! 


GUEST EDITORIAL 
Kathleen M. Harvey,Town Clerk 


"On this special occasion of the hundreth 
edition of the Crimpville Comments, I feel 
very pleased and honored to be asked to give 
a few of my ''comments' about the Town, my . 
position and memories I hold dear in my 
heart for the Town of Bellingham. 

Bellingham was only a small dot on a road 
map to me in the Autumn of 1969. To say I 
was happy and looking forward to my new 
life in the ''country'' would have been very 
untruthful. 

My husband's promotion and new position 
in New England caused us to uproot from our 
three room walk-up apartment in the Bronx, 
New York - the only life I had ever known ! 
Born and raised ina city, I felt much like my 
emigrant father must have felt when he left 
Ireland as a boy, with his parents, in search 
of a new life. Bellingham was a very new 
and foreign place to me. As I look back now 
on our early days in Town, I have very warm 
and fond memories of a community that wel- 
comed us and made us feel a part of them. 

When you love the Town you live in, what 
better opportunity could you have than to 
serve your community as Town Clerk ? 

The role of a Town Clerk today in Massac- 
husetts has come a long way since ancient 
Greece and Biblical times. Over the centu- 
ries the municipal clerk's role has changed 
by modernization and added responsibilities 
to the office. I feel very proud to have my 
name follow in the annals of the history of 
the Town of Bellingham after my 38 stately 
predecessors. 

The Town Clerk provides a direct link 
between the inhabitants of atown andtheir | 
government. The Clerk is the recorder of | 
actions by our local government, is the cus- | 
todian of the documents of record, administ- 
rator of all elections, and the office is the 
hub of all activities and events going onin |: 
town, 

My role as municipal Clerk for the Town | 
of Bellingham has been a very challenging | 
yet rewarding opportunity since my election | 
to office in March of 1986. Although my six 


years as secretary to Bertrand Z. Remillard, 


my predecessor, had given me a great 
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hours a day: 
the citizens who are your electorate 24 hours 
-aday. The end results are rewarding, and 
-as a dedicated and devoted Town Clerk, you 


" insight to the challenge ahead, the endless 


scope of responsibility and undying dedica- 
tion that is needed was something I had to 


quickly learn and adjust my life to. 


The biggest education of all is to realize 


that you are not just a Town Clerk on a nine 


You are a Town Clerk 24 
You represent your Town and 


to five basis. 


are sure to leave a mark etched in the hist- 
ory books of the town forever. 

In closing, I would like to end this small 
bibliography about myself and the Town of 
Bellingham, by taking this opportunity to 
thank the citizens of Bellingham on behalf 
of my family and myself for the opportunity 
to serve in this capacity. 

As Town Clerk, on behalf of the residents, 
I would like to congratulate the Bellingham 
Historical Commission for keeping the his - 
tory of the Town alive in all of our hearts 
over the years with their popular publicat- 
ion of the 'Crimpville Comments’. 

A very special thank you to Mr. John Lun- 
dvall, our local historian, for his devotion 
and never ending efforts to help preserve 
the history of the Town for us and all of our 
children to enjoy forever. 


Sincerely, 


4 
—%F Saati, a oh ise g 
LUELE (Se ¢ 4% - ee CC. w*- ¥ 


Kathleen M. Harvey 
Bellingham Town Clerk"! 


( It is such a pleasure to 'drop in' and see 
your esteemed Clerk in action along with her 
able assistant as Secretary, Florence’ MaclL- 
aughlin , both at the helm guiding that impor- 
tant function of recording preservation and 
providing information of all sorts with ency- 
clopedic ability. ) Thank you, LADIES, 
you have once again--made our day. 


Our Guest Editor J. Eugene Corriveau late as 11:30 P.M. during the tax season! 


presents~- , RECENT HISTORY OF THE With the cooperation with the Board of 
TOWN COLLECTORS OFFICE---1987 Selectmen and the Finance Committee, in 
1970 I was able to move the office into the 
Congratulations are in order in celebrat- Town Hall. I could only Stationteonrc part 
ing your 100th issue of the ''Crimpville time basis as provided by our limited budget. 
Comments". This enabled me to better assess the needs 


The founder of this historical publication, |for proper administration of the services 
the late Edward Sawyer had no concept, I am |required by the public. To address this pro- 
sure, that this initial local newsletter would |blem, in 1971 I was able to receive funding 
grow so dear to the hearts of both young and (through a Federal Program enabling the 
old in the community. Having the opportun- |employment of a full time person, to staff 
ity to have met Mr. Sawyer when he had sta- |the office five (5) days a week. 


rted his small ''country store'' and the need In 1972 the Board of Selectmen requested 
to comply with zoning regulations was an that all Water Department receipts become 
experience that I will always remember. a function of my department. The administ- 
I often wonder if his comments about the ration of these new duties was the introduc- 


"good old days'' when you could do what you |tion of our first semi-annual receivables 


wanted to do, had something to do with this |and demands for more services, staff and 
newsletter! office space. 1973 was the beginning of the 
I moved to Bellingham in 1953 when I was jtransitional eighteen (18) month fiscal year 
discharged from the service and decided to (for all cities and towns in the Commonwealth. 
marry alocal girl, the former Pierrette This changed the administration: of town 
Lesieur. The quiet little town as I knew it joperations from a calendar year to a fiscal 
had a population between 3000 and 4000 at rae 1 to June 30th year. It also changed 
that time. My most memorable experience jcollection procedures to a semi-annual bill- 
of local politics was in the 50's when door to jing and collection duties on Real Estate and 
door campaigns were waged quite often ina {Personal Property receipts as we know them 
cartoon atmosphere: Iwas amazed at the to be today. This change of duties improved 
fact that it did not result in bloodshed. the town's cash flow and reduced the length 
I became involved in politics in 1963 at the of time funds had to be borrowed to maintain 
urging of a good friend serving on the Plann- [municipal operations.. It also became nec- 
ing Board. essary to change my status to full time in 
After serving on the Planning Board, then jorder to properly administer town veceipts 
as Zoning Agent and on to the Board of Water jand record keeping. Staffing was paid for 
Commissioners, I was elected as Tax Coll- bs a joint program financed in part by the 
ector, a part time position in March of 1969. ‘town and Federal Government through grants 
During this period the town was experienc-jwith the town gradually absorbing the cost by 


ing its greatest influx of new residents as fiscal 1980. 
well as increasing demands for services. | In the 80's additional duties have been add 
Town offices were generally, with a few led with the administration of ambulance fees 


exceptions,conducted from the residences of jand parking tickets. The growth of the town 


the elected or appointed officials. This suff- Pe continuing and we will soon be collecting 
iced inthe early 50's when I first arrived in isewer betterments and fees. The probabil- 


Bellingham, but within three (3) months after iby of combining the townoffices of Treasurer 


being elected as Tax Collector, I realized and Collector in the near future is under co-= 
that a restructure of the tax collections was sideration. 

in order and necessary if we were to establ- | The continued growth of our beloved town 
ish regular office hours. At my residence s we know it today will probably demand 


during the first year, I experienced taxpayersimany new changes in the future and I look 


wanting to pay their taxes or requesting appr-forward to the challenge. 
opriate sevices seven (7) days a week and as continued next page-- 
pageY 


"Tax Collector concluded: miles of stone walls that range all over our 


My sincere thanks to the Bellingham Hist- |area. In my small 25 acre lot we have seve 


orical Commission for this opportunity to ral miles of stone walls: Some walls are 
participate in their celebrated 100th issue Of|four feet high in places. 
the ''Crimpville Comments" with a brief his-| In addition there are huge boulders of Gra- 
tory of my department. inite ; many of which were used by the pione- 
I wish to offer this dedicated Committe andiers to cut large slabs of the stone for the 
Mr. Lundvall, success in achieving their | construction of foundations for their buildings 
goals in this and many, many more issues. jand later on were used in the laying of rail- 
Very truly yours |road bridges, enbankments , etc. including 
pS our famous ''Keystone" bridges here in 
Nee chaas de oe pine ahs axe j}jtown. This reminds us of how fortunate we 
J. Eugene Corriveau iare today in that the years of labor these 
Town Collector/Acting 'early settlers performed saved us the task 
Treasurer. 1of moving this enormous pile of rock. 
| 
As we turn our eyes to view the area 'rou- | We subject you to a few statistics that may 


nd about us we cannot comprehend that there |be boring about our ''Crimpville Comments"! 
are such vast spaces where trees are every-j Do you realize that we have printed over one 
where, or so it seems, for we have been acc-| quarter million copies so far ? That there 

ustomed to this scene since we came here, has been over one thousand pages promoted ? 

Our veteran reseacher, Ernie Taft , has | That we have mailed out over 14,000 copies? 
delved into the 1600's from an historical That you have shared in and helped to supp- 
record that informs us about the absence of ben this unusual publication for 15 years ? 
trees; that this was a barren land, void of SO THANKS TO EVERYONE. _ 
such growth and really just 'pasture land' ! 74 hs <a 4m vis) ea! eine nt 6 Laem 
That was why they called 'BALD HILL"----- 
bald: There must have been a lack of 
pure oxygen such as we have today due to the 
trees generating this vital life source. 

It was no wonder that the native Indians 
could see for miles when reading the smoke 
signals from far away without the trees obs- We are hoping that more Town Officials 
tructing their view. Then, too, they were not will participate as a Guest Editor for future 
subjected to the polution of our day, either, |issues. Let us hear from you, please. 


ERRATA---on page 6 of issue #99 the year 
| when the ''MAMMOTH cheese was presnted 
irae President Thomas Jefferson was 1802 _ 

not 1801, on January the first. (sorry). 


The mind cannot conceive of this area as There are many others who have contribu- 
being treeless at any time! So, just use ted articles as Guest Editors and we regret 
your imagination and try to visualize this as | that we have to delay printing until later. 

a barren land---jes thought you'd like to So, please bear with us as we have only 16 
know and to recall the cherished poem, - - - | Pages available for each issue to 'cramp' 


"TREES"; that, 'Only God can make a TREE!}| Our style. Your article will come soon, 
Let us, therefore, be grateful for the great Just you wait for the real live stories yet to 
blessings of having an abundance of TREES, | come. , You'll be glad you did. 


Another astonishing revelation stops us ADVICE FOR TODAY: 
right in our tracks when we are confronted 
with the simple fact that the early pioneers 
had to 'clear' this pasture land of the milli- 
ons of stones and boulders that dotted the 
surface before they could do any cultivation: T' the D'vil with it: 


Each stone and boulder had to be moved by 
hand and then assembled into the miles and 


--~from the past, we in the present get our 
bearings for the future"' 
Courtesy David Garrecht. 


"May you be in Heaven half an hour 


before the Devil knows you're dead !"' 
page 10 


WHY GET INVOLVED IN YOUR TOWN ? 


Guest Editor 'Bill' Bissonnette. 

Before I start this article on Town involv- 
ement, I would like to offer my congratulat- 
ions to the Bellingham Historical Commiss- 
ion on their publishing of the 100th issue of 
the 'CRIMPVILLE COMMENTS." 

I enjoy reading and learning about the hist- 
ory of our town and hope we will always have 
OUR Crimpville Comments. 


"Why get involved in your Town ? 


A Town is not a place on a map, or roads, 
or buildings ... but PEOPLE. 

Our Town and its life are only as good as 
the citizens want to make them. There are 
many volunteers in our town who make it an 
enjoyable place to live. My experiences are 
about one who DARED to get involved. 

I dedicate this article to all those volunt- 
eers who have given up their time to make 
Bellingham a Town that I am proud to live in. 


My first involvement in our town was when 
I went up to the North Community Building to | 
a meeting to see if I could help out on St. | 
Brendan's Church religious program. I volu- | 
unteered and have been a CCD teacher for | 
over ten years. My next adventure in our : 
town was to be associated with the Belling- | 
ham Jaycees, in which I remember working | 
at the Lincoln Hill Camp for the handicapped 
and delivering Christmas presents to Bellin- | 
gham children who were not as fortunate as 
the most of us. | 

The youth of our town are our future and in} 
a small way I have helped by being a youth 
soccer Coach (0-9-1) and a youth basketball 
Coach (no record-instrumental). One of 
the best service organizations in our town is 
the Lions Club and I was fortunate to have a 
friend sponsor me in the local Bellingham 
Club. This group of ''volunteers" serves 
the town in more ways than can be described | 
in this article. Also, along the way, I was 
able to contribute to the Town Finance Com- 
mittee and now , as a member of the Board 
of Selectmen, I hope to contribute a little 
something before I leave public service. 

Oh, by the way, ... .if you see a BA LDING| 
YOUNG man playing softball at the High Sch- 
ool on Sundays... look again--real close, 
it may be ME..! pagell 


For the Bellingham Men's 30 and OVER 


jsoftball League is another Town activity I 


"Vvolunteered'" for. 


IT'S YOUR TOWN----GET INVOLVED!" 


fet teeta hs eT 
Chairman Board of Selectmen 

Thanks, Bill, for your inspiring advice 
and admonition to get involved so that the 
young may have another 'champion' for their 
future well being. We're so glad that you 
enjoy our efforts with the ''Comments"' but, 
please be careful lest we get too big for our 
'britches' ! Some of our faithful volunteers 
have been an active part since we began 
fifteen years ago. 


EVERYWHERE, USA. 


You know you are in a small town 
when: ---- 

You don't use your turn signal bec- 
ause everyone knows where you are 
going! 

You dial a wrong number and talk 
for 15 minutes anyway! 

You call every dog onthe street 
by name and it wags its tail at you! 

You get married and the local news- 
paper devotes a quarter page to the 
story ! 

You write a check on the wrong 
bank and they cover for you! 


Courtesy Florence McCracken 


4 + ae + bh + se + 3K + Bie + 4 + ae + s¢ 4+ ate + oe 


AN IRISH BLESSING 


May there always be work for your 

hands to do, 

May your purse always hold a coin 

NE YE Ky 

May the sun always shine on your 

windowpane, 

May a rainbow be certain to follow 

Sacer atit. 

May the hand of a friend always 

be near you, 

May God fill your heart with 

gladness to cheer you. 
Thanks---F .M. 


BELLINGHAM---AS IT WAS TO ME 


Welcome to Guest Editor, 
our "Comments" printer. 


Daniel Westou, 


It was a small town when I was young, 
probably no more that 3500 people. In 
the year 1938, what impressed me most 
were all those gigantic trees laying 
on the ground after the hurricane. At 
the end of my folk's driveway were the 
twin pines which were laid low, clear 
across Blackstone Street. 

In those days you didn't have to think 
too much about traffic coming down the 
street. You were lucky if you counted 
ten cars all day long, probably five 
cars going. to, .and siromiwork.. Lalived 
most of my years on Blackstone Street, 
well into my adult life, and watched 
it grow from a graveled road to what 
LEMS cCoday.. in 50 | lueswas: JUSC Wide 
enough to allow two cars to pass. 
Between Rte. 140 and 126 there were 
just three houses, the Reeds on 126, 
the Patricks on 140 and my parents in 
the middle. 

In the winter time after the first 
snow, and when we knew the ice was 
going to be permanent, we used to lug 
buckets of water to the top of the 
hill and glaze it good for sledding. 
Let me tell you, that was a ride. 

YOu could, coast, aften.a runningsstart, 
all the way to Patricks and beyond. 

Ray Patrick had a wooden sled that 
could hold at least five people and 
he would’ altow us to wWse 1t, sand couLa 
thatethingrrry, arvter you nueipeqdslcsup 
the *hiibe One na ght tors tedding T=re= 
member, I was cut off with a sled in 
front and on the side. . To avoid hit- 
ting someone, I rolled my sled to the 
left side of the road, hit a tree and 
continued to fly throught the air, 
nearly ripping the clothes off the 
front of me. Gordon and Billy helped 
me limp back to the house. After a hot 
cup. OG: cocogefors aligot ius; .andits 
quick patch to the clothes, I was 
ushered out again for more flying 
lessons (Flexible Flyer). Six years 
later, after W.W.2, I was: rushing to 
catch the bus for the train in Frank- 
lin (I was going to school in Boston). 
On that same cussed hill, my feet flew 
from under me with books flying in all 
directions. I must have flown fifteen 
feet. Mr. (Ray) Harper stopped his 


pretty Buick (I swear he always drove 
it in second gear) and gave my cold 
and bruised body a ride all the way 

to ‘Franklin 

I believe the remnants of my tree 
house are still in existance down the 
road on the Original. part of Black= 
stone St., where Mr. Ambler used to 

go into the woods for some of his 
lumber (Dick Ambler's father). Many 

a pleasant day I've spent going into 
the woods looking for the tall, well 
developed blueberry bushes. Before 
the first forest fire you could find 
some almost five feet tall. All you 
had to do was shake the bushes and 

the berries were so big and ripe they 
would fall into your hand. I used the 
same lumber path that circled in be- 
hind Rabbit Hill. If you weren't 
eareful, you could get lost. [have 
traveled it through to the far end of 
Silver Lake, where it's marshy and 
full (ofe blood ssuckeus. 

There was a well on Blackstone St. 
the vacinity of where the football 
field is now, that never wemt dry. 
It was always full and clear..sort of 
puzzling 'cause I don't know who dug 
it. Many,aspalil I4vejhadhtoseamm ae 
from there and greatful for it too. 


in 


Thanks, Danny: 


SWEET AND SOUR SAUCE 


If life were always springtime 
We wouldn't notice flowers 
Sunshine would not be half as sweet 
If there were never any showers. 


If we didn't know the meaning 

Of the simple word called sad 
How could we appreciate 

Another one called glad? 


Life can't be always laughter 

[tis also fr ledgwitisceane 
But the bad times are the ones that 
make 

The good times seem so dear. 


THE GOLDEN RULE 
Do unto others as you would have 


others do unto you. 
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Do you REMEMBER BELLINGHAM when.......... ; 
Guest Editor Elizabeth Andrews. BHC, 
--there were only three schools in town, 
and EVERYONE walked to school ? --Minstrel Shows and 1 or 2-Act Plays were 
th tertai t off d the T Hall 
--Church bells rang every Sunday morning ? i ak PES Yeee coca Pawan re 
--plane-spotting in the Town Hall tower 


during WWII ? --snow covered the streets in winter and you 
i ; 


were often lucky enough to get a ride ina 
--Old Home Days, when all oldtime residents} horse-drawn sled or pung ? 


AS ees to renew ese) 12) 4 2b and to Pectaldneranint BEA me Mawnasketsa? 
reminisce, enjoy a community supper 
and program ? --on a hot summer day, children sold REAL 


lemonade to passersby or carried it to 
men working in the fields ? (Kool-aid was 
unheard of, ) 


--the school children danced around the May 
Pole in front of the Center School ? 


--the Country Fair held on the Town Comm, 


Sen ithereswascone*)? --you could listen in on your neighbor's 


conversation on a party-line ? (You just 
--there was a huge oak tree and hitching had to be careful of the click.) 


rail around it, at Tha "“s store ? : ‘ 
: eee 2 Si coe --you could tumble into a featherbed in win - 


--when there was a ''Thayer's" store ? ter, so as not to freeze in those cold bed- 
rooms ? It was like being lost in a dark, 
warm cloud. 


--the kids in town would slide from what is 
now St. Blaise down through the center of 
town, all the way to the corner of Taunton| --having your groceries, milk, fish, grain, 
street without stopping ? All we needed hay, ice, coal, delivered to your door ? 


as a -out' i 
was a'look-out'at the water fountain as we We oe MULUIC EV iid d atthe conte rot toven 


Seema Ga Route 120 ... were PRIVILEGED to ride in the locomo- 
--the best sliding hill was located where now tive of the train as it crossed the trestle 

you have Almacs parking lot ? off Depot Street ? What a thrill that was 
to sit in the engineers seat and blow the 


--the'little' kids skated on the FROG POND 
and the 'big' guys dared to go on the 
BASIN ? --within 1 mile of the center of town there 

were at least 7 large farms ? (real live 

cows , horses, chickens, etc.) 


whistle ! 


--you could swim in Box Pond ? 


at ? 
Seem anot on Depot Street 7 --television was just a word on a button of 


--we played ball in 'Cow-Flap Stadium' ? a console radio ? 


(located in what is now Bellingham Plaza.) * --you could ride on the back of a horse that 


--we could go to the BIG city (Woonsocket) pulled the hay into the mow of the barn ? 
for the day for only $1.00 ? This included That was really an occasion to look for- 
bus fare, a movie, lunch and window ward to. 
shopping. 


--you knew the names of everyone within 
-- the 'big' boys would sneak into the Baptist at least 1/2 mile radius ? 


| ; 
| Church and ring the bell on Halloween 7 De lee ee noe naticrot 4 weneimontacect: 


| --there was a soda fountain in the local Drug| ten words ? 
Store ? What a treat to sit on a stool and 


contemplate all the 'offerings' ! *(There was another ''Cow-flap Stadium" 


also,on Hartford Avenue, North of 
page 13 town.) Thank you, Elizabeth, for a real 
"humdinger' of a ''GOOD OLD DAYS." 


North Bellingham 


1933-'3) Grades 


Identified by Florence McCracken 


10. 
ll. 
Los 


Clara Macy 
2 


Helen Buckley 
Helen Jastrzembski 
Edward LeBlanc 

9 


Walter Pratt 
John Kozak 
9 


. 


George Melrose 
9 


Janet Brown 


13. 
1: 
15. 
16. 
nee 
LBS 
1.9% 
20. 
ale 
meee 


2h 


Mary Foley 
2 


9 


Leonard Lakeman 

Alan O'Rourke 

Winifred Tyndall 
9 


Walter Baldiga 
Donald Smith 


Mae Dobbie 


Frank Arnold 


Anna Dobbie 
Photos 
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25. 
26. 
oT, 
28. 
29. 
30. 


31. 
Sat 


LE, 
i. 


Teacher 


Clara Macy 


William Kennelly 
Domenic Wesolowski 
Domenic Nadolny 
Marjorie Lakeman 
Robert Glockner 
Claire Fitzpatrick 
Charles Michalowski 
William Glowka 
William Buckley 
Walter Radlo 

Rita Chapdelain 


Courtesy Laura Drown 


North Bellingham 1933-'3) Grades 1-2 Teacher Margaret Drown 


Tdentities: 
1. Helen Fabian 9. ? 17. Warren Lakeman 
26 ? 10. ? Oe sPaulainer Kannear! 
- Olga Melrose was ? Fitzpatrick L9eecances: Kinnear 
me Gladys Lewinski 12. Frieda Melrose 20. Jeanne Fagan 
5. Jean Buckley 13. Walter Nadolny 21. ? 
e bs 14. Lorraine LeBlanc Pd ‘3 Drapeau 
7. Mildred Pleau 15. 15 23. Daniel Breen 
8. Dorothy Breen 16. Edward Glowka 2h. William Foley 


Photos courtesy Laura Drown 
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Bellingham Historical Commission ''Grimpville Comments' Chairmen and Editors. 
February 1973--Fall 1987 


Chairman Editor Edward Sawyer Feb.1973-Feb.1974 (Including April Issue.) 
a # Bert Guerin May 1974- November 1975 
Editor Joyce Schreffler December 1975- June 1976 
Chairman James R. Wood November 1975-September 1976 
u Jean Brennan October 1976- September 1980 
i Florence McCracken September 1980-June 1987 
‘ Ernest Taft, Jr. June 1987-- 
Editor John Lundvall September 1976--- 


Commission Members: (1987) . 
Florence McCracken, Rita Sawyer, Cathy Mucciarone, Elizabeth Andrews, 
Ernest Taft, Jr. Associate member: Barbara Vekeman. 


In issue # 71, October/November, 1980, we began printing 16 pages on Weston Graphics 
multiple offset press. Prior to that we had 8 pages printed at the Blackstone Valley 
Regional Vocational Technical High School including issue #66, December 1979. Issues 
#67 through #70 were printed in 8 pages by Weston Graphics beginning in 1980. 


The '' Comments" may be seen in the following Libraries: Bellingham, Mendon, ” 
Milford, Medway, Woonsocket, Franklin and Boston. A special Library in Bellingham 
England also has them. Special copies have also been sent to Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth 
at Buckingham Palace in England. A few copiers have been sent to San Salvador in El 6al- 
vador to a University of America. SO--we have been ‘around for 15 years now: | 
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